The rest you have heard of, O croziered man; how,
when divided the girth,
I fell on the path, and the horse went away like a sum-
mer fly;
And my years three hundred fell on me, and I rose, and
walked on the earth,
A creeping old man, full of sleep, with the spittle on
his beard never dry,
How the men of the sand-sack showed me a church
with its belfry in air;
Sorry place, where for swing of the war-axe in my dim
eyes the orozier gleams;
What place have Caoilte and Conan, and Bran, Sceolan,
Lomairr
Speak, you too are old with your memories, an old man
surrounded with dreams.
S. PatricL Where the flesh of the footsole clingeth on
the burning stones is their place;
Where the demons whip them with wires on the
burning stones of wide Hell,
Watching the blessed ones move far off, and the
smile on God's face,
Between them a gateway of brass, and the howl of the
angels who fell.
Oisin. Put the staff in my hands; for I go to the Fenians,
O cleric, to chaunt
The war-songs that roused them of old; they will rise,
making clouds with their breath,
Innumerable, singing, exultant; the clay underneath
them shall pant,
And demons be broken in pieces, and trampled
beneath them in death.
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